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One 


Author's Notes: 
Axl told this story in an interview once, | just expanded it. 


First, there was that crackle in the air. He could tell by the way his dad stalked through the living room and 
into the kitchen that there was going to be trouble. He ran a hand through his short red hair and tried to 
stay perfectly still, fighting the urge to run 


"What in the name of the lord is this!" He'd come back, and Bill looked around, his eyes scanning the room 


quickly, trying to figure out what he was talking about. 


He felt his breathing start to speed up, his heart beating faster. His hands clenched into fists, fighting the 
urge to run. He'd run before, either for the front door or the hallway that lead to his room, and his dad would 


usually grab the back of his shirt and yank him back, all his rage and attention focused on him. He didn't want 
that, so he stayed still, tried to be invisible. 


"What is this filth you're watching?" It was the TV. That was the problem. Bill glanced at it, some stupid 


sitcom was on. So what? But he knew what. There were evil things on it. Things that weren't fit for a Christian 
household. He held still, head lowered, not wanting to be noticed. 


He came over and turned it off with one violent motion, and then unplugged it, and then yanked it off the 
cheap fake wood stand it had been resting on. Now it was on the floor, the loud thump it landed with making 
Bill jump. It wasn't broken. The glass was strong. 


"Sharon! You let these kids watch this filth!" He saw his mother standing at the edge of the kitchen, her eyes 
on the floor like Bill's were. She tried to be still, too. His sister appeared from the hallway, her eyes wide at 
the TV. on the floor and the thick crackle in the air. 


"Amy! Those clothes, you're dressed like a whore,’ 


Bill wondered where his brother was and envied him. Being gone was good. He wished he was gone. His fast 
heartbeat hurt inside his chest. He was thinking of taking off because he couldn't stand it much longer. He took 
a step away when he felt the strong hand on the back of his shirt. 


"Where in the hell do you think you're going?" The sharp words in his ear, and he felt his muscles tense. He 
was jerked back and he stumbled, off balance being pulled backwards and he fell and stared up at his father. He 
saw the red face, the contorted features, the bared teeth. 


"Leave him alone!" The scream was from his sister, still on the edge of the hallway, watching as his father's 
hand was raised and about to come down on him. Her scream didn't stop it. He slapped him hard in the face, 
and Bill's eyes watered, but at least it wasn't a punch. Then he turned his attention to Amy, striding toward 
her, leaving Bill on the floor. His mother went over to them, getting between his father and his sister and he 
felt the dull flare of jealousy that she would intervene for her but not for him. Only if he was beaten so badly 


he could hardly stand would she come to him and comfort him at all. 


He could hear them yelling, all three of them, Amy's voice shrill and rising above the others. He looked at the 
TN. overturned on the living room floor and felt the hot sting of where he was slapped. He hadn't heard the 
phone ringing but then it slowly came through to him. He yanked the receiver from the cradle. 


"Yeah, what?" he said. 


‘Bill, hey, its me," It was the kid he was trying to start up a band with. One of the kids. They sucked and could 
barely play anything, but they could practice and get better, he supposed. He liked to think about this band. But 
not right then, with the thick air and fear that was in his house, and he heard something else crash. Probably 
someone being thrown against a wall. His whole body jerked when he heard that. It would probably be him next. 
He had to get out of here, but he didn't want to leave Amy to take the brunt of things. 


"We came up with a great name for the band," he said, and Bill was barely listening. He heard the crackles over 


the phone line, the static. He heard his sister crying. Or was it his mother? Their crying sounded the same. 


"Yeah, what is it?" he said, listening carefully to the sounds from the end of the hallway. Just muffled sobs. 
Maybe he had left them alone. Another crash proved him wrong, and he felt himself flinch. 


‘Its Axle, isn't that cool? But how do you think we should spell it?" Bill held the phone to his ear, feeling the 
smooth plastic against his cheek that was still stinging. He heard heavy footsteps coming down the hall. He 
started to shake. 


"A-X-L," he said, and slammed the phone down just as his father emerged from the hallway. He swallowed hard 
and took off, but it was too late. 


